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BETHNAL GREEN. 


SCENE I. The Beggar's wy 


WELFORD alone. 


RUE, ſhe is but a beggar's daughter, yet her 
perſon | is a miracle; and her amiable qualities 
ſuch as might well beſit a better ſtation, The 

fame of her vncommon beauty is now ſpread round the 


country, and every day produces ſome new rival of my 


happineſs. How can 1 hope her heart will continue 
mine, againſt ſo many, and ſuch powerful competitors? 


But him whom I moſt fear is Sir WILLIAM Most; 


and her letter to me concerning hum has alarm'd me. 
But here ſhe comes, 


SCENE WM, 
Beſy Welford. 


Ah Beſſy! What is it you tell me? Surely you will 


not be ſo unkind ! 


- 


Bef. You ought not, Oe) you cannot juſtly 8 


accuſe me of unkindneſs ! 
Mel. Is it not unkind, to tell me you will w marry Sir 
William Morley? 
will obey my father. 


el. am much afraid, Beſſy, your Fey to your fa- - 


ther is not the only motive to your obedience in this af- * 


fair. ——Sir. William has wealth and titles to beſtow, 


1 Now you are unkind, nay cruel, to thick that 
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ay motive ſo mean as that of intereſt or vanity could 
have the leaſt influence over me. 

Fel. What can I think ? 

Be. Think on the ſituation J am in; think on my 
father, Can 1 leave him, blind and helpleſs, to ſtrug- 
gle with infirmity and want, when it is in my power to 
make his old age comfortable and happy ? 


SONG. 


The faitkſal flork beh:ld, 
A duterus wing prepare, 
It's fire, erswn weak and old, 
To feed with conſtant care, 
Shkoull I my ſather leave, 
Grown old, and weak, and blind ; 
77 think on flarks, would grieve 
And ſhame my weaker mind. 


Mel. That ſhall be no objeRtion ; no, Beſſy, whilſt 
theſe hands can work, he never ſhall know want: Your 
father fhall be mine, nay dearer, a thouſand times dear- 
er to me than my own. | 

Bef. Why can I not requite ſuch faithful love? [4/ize. 


Bat Welford, ſuppoſe my father commands me to mar- 
ry Sir Wilnam, would you have me diſobey him ? Tis 


irve, he is but a poor man, a beggar, yet he is my fa- 
ther; and the beſt of fathers he has been to me. 
Mel. He is the beſt of men: and, if report ſay true, 
far from a common beggar. 
Be/. Sometimes, indeed,- I myſelf ſuſpe that he is 
not what he ſeems; and what principally induces me to 
it is the extraordinary care he has taken of my educati- 
on, inſtructing me himſelf, and teaching we a thouſand 
things above my ſphere of life; and this is a further 
reaſon why I ought not to diſobey him. 
el. You ſhall not diſobey him, I will not defire it. 
But ſuppoſe it were poſſible for me 10 gain his conſent. 
Beſ. Then you have mine; for believe me, Welſord, 
I can propoſe no happineſs to myſelf," if not with you; 


or BETHNAL GREEN. 5 


and ſhould I marry Sir William, it is only becauſe F * 
chuſe rather to make myſelf unhappy than my father. 

Miel. Unequall'd goodneſs ! Surely he will not make 
you miſerable, who are ſo afraid of making him fo ! 
And he is too wiſe to think all happineſs conſin d to 


greatneſs, 


SONG. 


Obſerve the fragrant bluſhing roſe, 
Tho“ in the humble vale it ſpring, 
1 Smells as ſweet, as fair it blows, 
As in the garden of a king : 
So calm content as oft is found compleat 
In the low cot, as in the lofty ſeat. 


J will go this inſtant to him, and try how far I can pre- 
vail, I hope your wiſhes will be in my favour, 

Be. Go: I dare not wiſh, left they ſhould be too 
much ſo. For how ſtrongly ſoever I may be determin- 
ed to obey my father, I fear that love will ſteal away 
my heart in ſpite of duty. | [Exeunt. 


SCENE III. Bethnal Green, 


Enter the BLIND BEGGAR d in by a bay. 


Beggar. 

So, boy, we are at our journey's end I aud: come 
ſtay by me, there's a good boy. 

Two paſſ>ngers croſs the ſtage. 
Pray remember the blind ! 

Firſt Paß. I have nothing for you, friend. One 
cannot ſtir a ſtep without being plagu'd with the cant 
of beggars. ; 

Second Paſ, 'Tis an infamous thing in a trading 
country, that the poor are not ſome way or other em- 
ploy d. [ They go out. 

Beg. I am afraid the rich are employ'd full as ill; 
and what is ſtill worſe, the poor are not the only beg- 
gars, Wants, real or imaginary, reach a n and 
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as ſome beg in rags, there are ſome not aſham'd to beg 


even in velvet. All men are beggars in ſome ſhape or 
other; thoſe only are ſcandalous ones, who beg by im- 
pudence what they ſhould earn by merit. 


„ 


. 8 O N G. 
Let begęing no mire then be taunted, 


If honeſt and free from «offence ; 

Mere each man lo beg what he wanted, 
How many would beggars commence! 
Grave church-men might beg for more grace 
Young ſoldiers for courage might call ; 
Ani many that beg for a enſion or place, 

Might beg for ſome merit withall. 


SCENE TV. 
Enter another Paſſenger. 


: Beggar. 

Pray remember the blind ! 

Paſ. So, neighbour, you are got to your old ſeat this 
afternoon, 

Beg. Is not that my neighbour Greenfield? 2 

Paſ. Ay. 

Beg. You have been in town, I ſuppoſe, what news! 

Pg. I hear hone, but that the earl of Eſſex is dead 
this morning. 

Beg. The earl of Eſſex dead! That's greater news 
to me than you imagine, 

Paf. ] hope it is not bad, 

Beg. No. 


Pai. Here's my lord Ranby ſeems to be coming this 


ys as if he wanted to ſpeak with you. 

Beg. Does be? Well, 1 am prepar'd for him. This 
worthy man is one of thoſe who has the goodneſs, be- 
cauſe he thinks me poor, to ſollicit me to proſtitute my 
daughter, and fell her virtve for his borrow'd gold. 

Paſ. Very charitable truly! a don't doubt but 
you'll thank bim as be deſerves. Good bye. 
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7 
Beg. I wiſh you a good walk. f 


1 [Exit Paſgiger. 
5 5 £228 1 
Enter Lord RAN BV. 
Ranby. 


Well, honeſt beggar, have you thought of the pro- 
poſals I made when I ſaw you laft ? \ 

Beg. Yes, I have thought of you and your * 
with contempt. 

Ranby, With contempt ! . 

Beg. Yes, my lord, with contempt. 

Ranby. Don't be impudent, friend. 35, 

Beg. Tis not I that am impudent, my lord. 

Ranby. Hark ye, old fellow, were it not for your 
daughter, your age ſhould not protect your inſolence. 

Beg. And were it not for my age, young fellow, your 
quality ſhould not protect yours. —Infolence ! I'd have 
thee know, proud lord, my birth is at leaſt equal to 
thine; and tho* now a beggar, I have not yet difgrac'd 
my family, as thou haſt done, Go home, young man, 
and pay your debts, it will more become you than this 
infamous errand, 

Ranby. 'Tis very well: but I ſhall perhaps make you 
repent this freedom, 

Beg. Repent your own follies, child; no honeſt free- 

| dom ought to be repented of. 

Ranby. You are a brave fellow ! 

Beg. And you are not a brave fellow. 

Ranby. The old wretch confounds me ſo, I don't 


1 ' 

5 know what to fay. (Aſide.) I ſhall take 1 
with you, Sir, for this impudence, & q 

) Beg. An idle courſe you have taken all your life; 4 de 2 

wiſe, and mend it. 33 

1 Ranhy. Damn him! Why ſhovld 1 talk to ſuch a | 
creature? I muſt enjoy his daughter however; and 

t ſince fair means won't prevail, fovl muſt. [Exit.. 


Beg. What ſtrange creatures are the greateſt part of 


labouring for infamy. 


g 


mankind ! What a compoſition of contradictions! Al- 
ways purſuing happineſs, yet generally thro' ſuch ways 
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lead to miſery : admiring every virtue in others, in- 


dulging themſelves in every vice : fond of fame, yet 
In ſo bad a world, the loſs of 


ſight is not really ſo great an evil as it may be appre- 


hended. 


SONG, 


Tho darkneſs ſtill attends me, 


It aids internal fight ; 

And from ſuch ſcenes defends me, 
As bluſh to fee the light. 

NM villain's ſmile deceives me, 
No gilded foþ offends, 


No weeping object grieves me, 


Kind dartueſt me befriends. 


of enceforth no uſeleſs wailings, 


I find no reaſon why ; 


_ Mankind to their own failings 


Are all as blind as J. 


Milo painted vice deſires, 


1s blind, ubate er he thinks ; 


. Who virtue not admires, 


L either blind, or winks. 


SCENE VI. Bethnal Green, 


Enter JonN SLY. 
Shy. 


47 Friend, if thou beeſt at leiſure, I would commune 
with thee, 


_ Heg. Is not that Mr. Sly ? 
$/y. John, Sly, at thy ſervice, 
Beg. Well, friend Sly, what is your pleaſure with 


"Sh. Thou haſt a daughter, friend, whoſe charms I 


have beheld with the eye of wonder and admiration. 
As a goldfinch among ſparrows, or as a peacock * 


ve 
co 


— — 
——— ů ů rn 
* - 
1 
1 
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fowls, even ſuch is thy child amongſt the daughters of 

men. Her beauty maketh the roſe to bluſh with ſhame, 
and the lilly turneth pale with envy thereat. Ah, 
friend! what pity it were this innocent lamb ſhould fall 
amongſt wolves, and be devoured ! 

Beg. It were great pity indeed, 

Sly. My ſoul melteth in compaſſion, yea, my heart 
is moved with aſſection viſto ber: let her be mine hand - 
maid, and I will protect her from the pollutions of the 
ungodly, 

Beg. And ſo, friend, thou would'ſt debauch my 
daughter thyſelf, that the wicked may not have the fin 
to anſwer for? | 

Sly, Nay, friend, thou ſhould'ſt not call it debauching i 
her. Come, come, I will make a propoſition that l 
ſhall pleaſe thee, Thou art a poor man, and thay .-Y 
knowelt that I am rich; what part of my fortune ſhall 
1 give unto her? Name the ſum, and it ſhall be ſettled | 
upon her according to thy direction. | 

Beg. How dare any man have the impudence to ak 
another the price of his virtue ? Surely, "Or thou | | 


muſt be very glad that I am blind, 

- Sh. Why ſo, friend? 

Beg. Becauſe 1 cannot ſee how much like a rogue. 
thou muſt now look. Out of my reach, vile hypocrite}. | 
or I will make thee feel the weight of my reſentment. 1 

Sly, Verily, friend, thou knoweſt not the ways of 1 
the world, nor the wiſdom thereof—-But I will not be | 
caſt down, the daughter may perhaps bave more wit 31 
than her father; I will try at leaſt, [Exit« by, 


Enter WELFORD. 
Welford. 


- 7 Ne — 0 2 
- 
2 d - 


| How hall I addreſs him ? Sure there is famdthing 
venerable about this poor old man; ſomething that 
commands more than common reverence and reſpect. 


(4ſide.)-1 am come, Sir, to ſpeak with yoy about a 
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_ *ffair that to me is of conſequence, and I beg you will 
not think me impertinent or troubleſome, 

Es Beg. Who is it that can be afraid of being imperti- 
nent to a poor beggar ? 

Miel. My name is Welford, - 3 
Bag. O, I know you very well, Mr, Welford; 
your father was formerly my very good friend and be- 

gnefactor; I was ſorry, poor gentleman, for his miſ- 
”, all he had, I think, was Joſt at fea, 
Rel. Tis true; and my chief misfortupe in that loſs, 
A, that it has depriv'd me of the power of making it 
your's, 

Beg. I underſtand ye; you have a kindneſs for my 
daughter, and would have married her; I have heard 
Jomething of it, and ſuppoſe that is the buſineſs you 
are come about, is it not? 

Mel. It is; and J hope I ſhall have your conſent. 

[| Beg. Mr, Welford, I had a reſpe& for your father, 

= - for his ſake I have a regard for you; and as you have 

unhappily no fortune of your own, I would not have 
you do fo imprudent a thing as to marry the daughter 
of a beggar. 

Mel. I have already learnt not to place any part of 
my happineſs in the enjoyment of riches ; and my heart 
tells me, that the greateſt pleaſure J could have, would 
be to maintain you and your daughter by the honeſt 
labour of my hands. 


$ONG. 
To heep my gentle Belly, 
* What labour would ſeem hard? 
Each toilſome taſk how eaſy ! 
Her love the feet reward, 
The bee thus uncomplaining, 
: Eſteems no toil ſevere, 


. The ſweet reward obtaining, 
Of honey all the year. 


** Beg. Your intentions are very kind, and I don't 
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doubt but your love to my daughter is ſincere 3 but I 
would have you ſuppreſs it: for, to deal plainly with 
you, I have already determined to marry my daughter 
to Sir William Morley. 
Mel. But will you marry her to Sir William againſt 
her conſent ? 
Beg. I doubt not her conſent ; ſhe never diſobey'd' 
me yet; and will not now, I dare ſay. 75 
Mel. 1 know ſhe will obey if you command; but 
ſurely, in an affair of ſo much conſequence to her, you 
will have ſome regard to her own happineſs. Let me 
only beg you to conſider this, and then I leave it to 
your paternal affetion, At preſent I will trouble you 
no farther, Exit. 
Beg. 1 have conſider'd of it, and I hope P will | 
k unhap- ; 


conſider of it too. I would not make my chi 
py, nor will I marry her againſt her mind: but Sir 
William, beſides the largeneſs of his fortune, is of ſo 
good-natur'd and agreeable a diſpoſition, that I hope 
ſhe will ſoon be won to taſte the happineſs of her con- 
dition, and then will thank me for my care. Come, 
-boy, the wind methinks blows cold here, we'll go to 
the other fide of the green. [Exit, 


SCENE VIII. 


Scens changes to the BEGGAR's houſe, 
Sir WILLIAM MORLEY and BEsSY. 


Bel: 

I am very ſenſible, Sir William, of the honour you 
do me in deſcending ſo much beneath yourſelf, as to 
think of marrying the daughter of a beggar. 

Sir Wil. My dear Beſſy, talk not of inequality; true 
love forgets condition, and deſpiſes any thought ſo 
mean as that of intereſt. 

Beſ. Some would eſteem ſuch love at beſt but weak- 
neſs. Nay you yourſelf, as paſſion cools, and reaſon 


%-- 
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$athers ſtrength, perhaps may cenſure and regret as 4 
folly, what now you AY fancy to be love, 


8 8 oN 8. 
The boy thus of a bird peſt, 
A firſt how great has joys ! 
F. ſtrokes it ſoft, and in his * 
Dye little favorite lies: 
But ſoon as grown 10 riper age, 
3 paſſion quits his mind, 
Je hangs it up in ſome cold cage, 
IX; Negletted and confin d. 


Sir Wil. This, my Beſſy, is impoſſi e as your 


beauties have ſubdu'd my heart, your virtues bave en- 


dear'd, and will ſecore the conqueſt, 
Be, 1 wiſh, Sir William, you would excuſe my 
ſſeats; I was not born for grandeur, and dare not ven- 
_ 4 wre oh a ſtate fo much above my rank. 
S Vi. $0 far from truth is that unjuſt pretence, 
1 inn tis your preſent rank alone you are unfit for, 
Lon have not only beauty t to adorn, but ſenſe to ſup- 
port a higher. 
| Beſ. 1 know you fatter 1 me ; but granting what you 
ſay were true, yet I had-rather attend my father on this 
3 green, than run the riſk of falling from the 
greatneſs which I neither covet nor deſerve, 

Sir Wil, and am I then ſo much your averſion, that 
poverty, nay beggary itſelf, is preferable to wealth when 
brought by me? What riſk, what hazard do you run ? 
Do I not offer to marry you ? Does not your father 

Join with me in deſiring your compliance? And ought 

not you to rejoice at the hopes of being protected from 

tze inſolence of thoſe who daily invade your innocence, 
and attempt your chaſtity But we are interrupted. 


I'll go wait on your father home, and be with you @- 


"gain e od | > ſExit, 


Hal my little cherubim, is not that the grave knight, 


| * 
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SCENE N. 
Enter Lord Rax BY. 
” . * Ranhy, 


that would fain ſeduce you to commit matrimony with 
bim? Methinks he went away in the dumps, -as if you 
had rejected his ſuit. : 

Be/. Suppoſe I did, Sir, what then? — 

Ranby. Why thes, my dear, you did wiſely. 'Tis 
as ridiculous for a beautiful woman to throw herſelf a- 
way upon a huſband, in order to preſerve her honour, | 
as it would be for a man of fortune to give away his e- 1 
ſtate for fear he ſhould ſpend it. 

Beſ. I rather think it were as fooliſh for a woman to 
truſt herſelf to a man without marriage, as it would 4 
be for a merchant to venture his * to fea without in- + 
ſurance, * | 
Ranby. A huſband, child, dan your maſter ; | 
gallant will continue your adorer and your ſlave, . 

Bef. A huſband rather is a protector of that virtue 
which a gallant would rob me of, and then deſert me, 


. ä p 


As death alone the marriage knot unties, 
So vows that lovers make 
Laſt until fleep, death's image, cloſe their eyes 
Difſolve when they awake ; 2 
And that fond Ive which was to- day their thene, * 
1. thought was rrow but an idle dream, - © © © 


Randy. Do you think then, that love is more likely F: 
to continue when it is conſtrain'd, than when it is free». 
and voluntary ? 

Bef. I ſhovid think I had but ſmall ſecurity for the 
continuance of kis love, who was afraid of engaging | 
with me any longer than from day to day: 2 

Ranky. What better ſecurity can you have from. a A 


gentleman, than his honout ? 


ww 
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Beſ. He that would refuſe me all other ſecurity but 
bis honour, I ſhould be afraid had too little of that to 
be truſted, 

Ranby, Well then, my dear Beſly, to come cloſe to 
the point, you cannot ſuſpect my ſincerity, ſince I have 
not deſir d you to truſt entirely to my honour, but have 
offered to make you a handſome ſettlement. 

Bel. But, my lord, as I don't like the terms, I hope 
I may be excus'd accepting it. 

Ranby. Come, come, child, ſince I find you are fo 
very obſtinate, that you will not accept of what is ſo 
much for your own good, I mult be oblig'd to force you 
to it, my dear, 

. Bef. What do you mean, my lord? 

Ranby. Only to make you happy, my angel, whether 
+ you will or no. 

Beſ. O heaven defend me! 

Ranby. Look ye, my dear, no noiſe, no ſtruggling; 
it will avail you nothing. But let me not forget to 
turn the key. 


eK. 
Enter SLY. 


Sly. 

Indeed, friend, thou ſhould'ſt have done that before. 

Ranby, Curſe on the ſanctiſy'd hypocrite ! What en- 
vious demon ſent him here? 

Be. Heaven rather ſent him to preſerve my virtue. 
O ſave me from the brutal violence of that monſter ! 

Sch. Yea verily, I will protect thy virtue, and fave 
thee——for myſelf. [ Aſide, ]} Friend, friend, why 
walkeſt thou in vanity ? Yah, thou halt done the 
thing that is not right, 


' Ranby, Verily, friend, and ſo haſt thou: and unleſs 
thou doſt immediately return from whence thou camel, 
1 will exalt the arm of fleſh againſt thee, and thy ini- 
quity ſhall be upon thy bones. 

Sh. Hum ! my ſpirit burneth within me, yea, my 
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inward man is moved to wrath, Howbeit, I doubt 


* he's ſtronger than I, therefore I will be peaceable, and 
to try if 1 cannot gain my point by ſeeming to join with 
him. (4/ide.)—Reſtrain thy choler, friend; IT mean 
not to diſappoint thee; for, to confeſs the truth, I 
e came with the ſame deſign myſelf; wherefore I may, 
Le peradventure, be of ſervice unto thee, in perſuading the 
virgin to yield unto our ſolicitations, What, ſay'ſt 
pe thou, ſhall 1 try? 
c Ranby. And does the carnal paſſion lurk beneath this 
0 ſober maſk of ſanctity? What the devil can he ſay to 


her ! It_muſt be a ridiculous ſcene, I'II hear it. [4/ide.] 
—— Well, friend, pr'ythee try thy talent upon her 
but, do ye hear, don't play falſe. 
Sly. Thy ſelf ſhall judge. 
* Bie. What means this parley ? I don't like it, [ Aſide, 
$/y, Fair maiden, I am moved, yea I am ſtrongly 
moved, and as it were puſhed forth by the ſpirit towards 
5: thee: ſuſfer me therefore to entreat thee, and to prevail 
upon thee to anſwer the end of thy creation. The ſun 
of thy beauty nouriſheth my love as a plant; my ſoul 
longeth, yea I do long exceedingly, to taſte thy ſweets, 
to feel the ſoftneſs of thy panting breaſt. 
Beſ. Firſt feel my hand, thou holy hypocrite. [Grves 
him a box on the car.] What will become of me! 
Ranby. How like ye her ſalute? methinks ſhe kiſs'd 
you with a ſmack. | 
wt Sly. Verily, if her hand is che ſofteſt part of her, hes 
heart muſt be exceeding hard. 
92 Ranby. I ſee no likelihood of prevailing with her by 
| fair means; ſuppoſe we force her into my coach, and 
drive her to a little houſe I have about ten miles off, we 
ſhall there bring her to a compliance. 
the Sly. The propoſal is good, and I will aſſiſt thee in it. 
of Ranby. Come, madam, 'tis in vain to reſiſt, you 
ry muſt along with us this inſtant, 
Be kneeling. For heaven's ſake, my lord, forbear ! 
n Think on 1 my poor blind father, and take not * him 
B 2 


. 
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the ſupport of his old age, his only child: alas! he will 
: die diſtracted. 


SONG.. 


Behold me on my bended knee, 
Think on my father's cries ! 

O think the guſhing tears you ſee 
Drop from his cloſed eyes ! 


Let this ſad fight your foul poſſeſs, 
Let kind regret take place ; 
And ſave my father from diſtreſt, 

His daughter from diſgrace, 


Ranby. Off! 'tis vain, 
Beſ. Good heaven protect my virtue. Help! help! 
[As they are forcing her towards the door, enter 
Welford, who ſeizes Lord Ranby*'s ſword, 


SCENE XI 


WELFORD, 
Villains ! what means this outrage ? 
Ranby. Hell and furies! are we diſappointed ? 
Wel. Unhand her, or this moment is thy laſt. 
R [Holds the ſword to his breaſt. 
Ranby. Hold! hold! I will : have a care, the point 
may hurt one. 


Wel. Baſe coward ! why art thou fo afraid to die?. 


How 


Shouldſt thou not rather be aſham'd to live? 
fares my love ? 
Be O my deliverer! my dear preſerver ! let my 
heart thank thee, for I cannot ſpeak, 
Miel. Don't tremble ſo, my dear; compoſe — 
the danger's over; come, look up. Vile raviſhers ! 
how did you dare to rob the ſacred dwelling of this poor 
old man? did you not think the Gods would take his 
art ? 
: Rinhy. The god of love, methinks, ſhould have 
taken ours ; and if he had "a true to bis character he 


vous: 
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SCENE XIT. 
Enter the BEGGAR and SIR WILLIAM. 


Beſſp. 
O my dear father ! do I live to ſee you once again? 
Beg. What means my child ? 
Ranby. Ay, now we ſhall have a diſmal ſtory, how a 
trembling dove eſcap 'd the bloody pounces of a hawk. 
Sly. Or how an innocent lamb was ſnatch'd from the 4 
Jaws of a devouring wolf. 
Mel. And can you know your characters ſo well, and 
not deteſt yourſelves ? 
Beg. Are not theſe, lord Ranby and friend Sly? What 
, has been done ? | 
2 Sly. Nothing, indeed. 
Beſ. Theſe wicked men had form'd a baſe deſign a- 
gainſt my virtue; and would even now have forc'd me 
from you, had not the friendly arm of my dear Wel- 
ford, that inſtant interpos'd to ſave me. Forgive me, 
father, that T call him dear, I owe my virtue and my 
life to his protection. 
Beg. Unworthy men! what had I done, that you 
J. ſhould wiſh to make my old age miſerable ? 


It - Ranby. We did not think of thy old age at all, but of 
thy daughter's youth and beauty. 

?. Beg. Which I will this inſtant put beyond the reach 

1 of your ungenerous and ungovern'd paſſions, Sir Wil- 
liam, my daughter's virtue 

V7 Beſ. My deareſt father, ſuffer me a word, and I have 


done. The worth and honour of Sir William Morley 
f; are what I highly do eſteem; and if 'tis your command 


' that I muſt marry him, ſo much I value your repoſe 2 
Ir beyond my own, that I will ſacrifice my happineſs to 
is my obedience, and endeavour to give my heart where 
you command my hand. But O, forgive me, whilſt I 
e freely own, I feel my heart will wiſh it otherwiſe. 
E Beg. Let me proceed. My daughter's virtue, Sir 


William —has conquer d me. I did deſign to have 


1 
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given her to your honeſt love; but you yourſelf will 
own I ought not to compel a child ſo gentle, and fo 
tender of me, Can I make her miſerable, who prefers 
my happineſs to her own ? 

Sir Wil. J own your juſtice, tho' my heart would 
fain plead againſt it. Dear Beſſy, I will endeavour to 
ſubdue that love, which cannot make me happy, lince 
it would make you miſerable, 

Mel. Generous and kind! 

Randy. Well, there is a pleaſure after all in virtue, 
which we looſe fellows know not how to taſte, 

Beg. Welford, come hither. Your father was a wor- 
thy man, and my good friend ; his bounty oft relieved 
my ſeeming want, and his good nature took me to his 
friendſhip. I am glad to find that you inherit his 
worth, tho' not his fortune, My daughter loves you; 
receive her therefore from my grateful band, and with 
her fall five thouſand pounds in gold. 

| Welford and Beſjy. 

Five thouſand pounds ! 

Beg. Be not ſurpriz d. Tho' long conceal'd upon 
this green, beneath the poor appearance of a beggar, 1 
am no other than Sir Simon Montford, whom the world 
thinks dead ſome years ago. Here I have liv'd, and ſav d 
theſe poor remains of a once noble fortune, 

Beſ. I'm in amaze, and ſcarce know whether I ſhould 
believe my ſenſes ! why did my father conceal himſelf 
ſo long from me ? 

Beg. It was neceſſary, child: but now I need no 
longer hide me from the world. The earl of Eſſex, 
who long ſought my life, this morning died. The rea- 
ſon of his enmity was this: his father, who was ſtand- 
ard-bearer in an engagement againſt the Welch, where 
1 had ſome command, moſt cowardly gave way, and 
occaſion'd the loſs of the battle ; which when I upbraid- 
ed him with, he gave me the ye, call'd me villain, and 
would have laid the blame on me. On this I challeng'd 
him, and it being his ill fortune to fall by my band, 1 
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have ever ſince been oblig'd to conceal myſelf from the 
revenge of his ſon. 
Mel. My dear Beſſy, the ſurprize of this ſudden turn 
in our favour, has taken from me the power of expreſſion. 
Beſ. If your joy is but equal to mine, I am happy. 


D: UT N 


He, 
The man who in a dungeon lies for debt, 
Eſteems not light and liberty fo dear, 


- She. 
1 The frighted bird, juſt ſcap'd the fowler's net, 
3 Its heart not flutters more *twixt joy and fear. 
3 ns 
; Come to my arms, 
1 x And on my breaſt 
From all alarms 
Securely reſt. 
She. 

n In this kind heaven let me lie, 
1 In mutual pleaſure live and die. 
d Both, 
d In mutual pleaſure live and die. 
F Wel. Dear father, let me indulge the joy to call you 

ſo, the happineſs you give me with your daughter, is 
if half deſtroyed by this unexpected fortune. The plea- 

ſure I had promiſed myſelf in labouring with my hands 
de to maintain the father of my love, is now no more; 
oy but let me (till rejoice, that by this means 
- My Beſly's gentle heart is free'd from care, 
re And her fair hand no labour needs to ſhare, 
id Hence let this maxim to the world be given, 
d- True love and virtue are the care of heaven. 
nd 
d 
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2. 


A TABLE of the SONGS. 


SONG 


1. The faithful fork behold, 
II. O ſerve the fragrant bluſhing roſe, 

III. Let begging no more then be taunted, 

IV. Tho darkneſs flill attends me, 

V. To keep my gentle Beſſy, 
VI. The boy thus of a bird peſt, 

VII. A, death alone the marriage knot unties, 

VIII. Behold me on my bended knee, 

IX, The man wh? in 4 dungeon lies for debt, 
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